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I am told this is a time capsule. So, if it is, let me
tell you, dear reader, how and why this is so, and
how these pictures came to be. I can’t tell you
what they’re about––that part, I fear is up to you.
I made them by moving––moving my body and
moving in and out of time. They take me from
Wyoming to West Texas to Washington D.C. and
they take me back to childhood.
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When I was five we had my birthday party in
the park, it’s what everybody does. If you’re
five and you live in Northwest, D.C., there’s a
hundred and one percent chance mom and dad
are going to throw you a birthday party at Rock
Creek Park Nature Center. I saw one just the
other day and I smiled at them a little too long.

objects and “formed meaningful relationships
to the space” (Art21.org. 2011, n.p.).

I forgot about my own party though.
Everybody does. I forgot about all the kids
in the picture––Harry, Liza, and Elise, and the
girl with the black bob haircut who is always
smiling next to me. Her house still sparks a
deep sense of comfort in me every time we
drive by.

It took me no time. No time at all, to find myself
“shaping meaning” in one of my favorite places.
I may have forgotten about the birthday party
attendants of yore, but I didn’t forget about
Rock Creek Park. It’s been there on weepy
nights and on hang-your-head-outof-the window days. It’s been stitched into
memories, darling ones, and too-muchbirthday-cake-with-your-juice-queasy ones.
And there are parts of it where people seldom
go, parts of it that seem like they could exist
anywhere, maybe even in a fairytale if you
really squint your eyes.

Some places are unforgettable. Some
people are too.
Have you heard of Roni Horn? She’s
unforgettable. She’s the kind of artist that
knows how to hit deep with something
simple—sophisticated restraint, that’s what I
call it. But it’s more than that. She did a project
called Doubt by Water, where images became
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I would call the relationships to the space
transcendent, calling them “meaningful” feels
lukewarm. I’m not very good at lukewarm as
you’ll soon come to see.
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My Favorite House
We looked up my favorite house in the park. It was
on sale for a cool four million dollars some years ago.
The architect who built it said he wanted a “New
York loft crossed with a tree house.” You can see why
I like it then, or maybe you think that’s gauche. It’s
never just the house though. That house became a
ritual. Dad and I did, and still do, take long drives
listening to music and smoking cigarettes and
stopping to look at the home. One time people were
out on the porch drinking orange juice and they
toasted us. The crazy thing is, as I tell you this, I
can’t remember whether he told me this, or I was
there, or if it was a dream. But I always think that
they were drinking mimosas specifically and that
they offered them to us. Someone put up signs on
that hill not to speed down it. It’s honestly just a
dangerous hill. They were right to put up signs,
but they didn’t know that sometimes I was just
recklessly jonesing to see the house. The last time we
stopped on the hill, it was to take this picture. Some
guy started honking at my dad. I chased him down
the street giving him the middle finger. That’s my
fucking house! It’s where I fictionally drink
mimosas in soft bathrobes. It’s where I walk around
and stare at the glow of the TV in the den and worry
about the stress from my high-paying job. It’s where
I congratulate myself for living amongst the trees.
We have another favorite house, an English Tudor
in our neighborhood, but I’ve forgotten her. I only
remember the runner-up house here as I write this. I
wonder if I’ll ever forget the tree house. Probably not.
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Like me, they belonged outside.
So how did I shape meaning here in the park?
You want me to cut to the chase? Well, I hate to
say, I’m not very good at that either.
But you want to know how my photographs came
to be. I’m supposed to tell you, for the time
capsule––the one you’re looking at right now.
About twenty-four hours after reading that article
on Roni Horn, I found myself in the creek down by
Pierce Mill. Water up over my thighs, suede heels
wedged in between rocks. I didn’t even have time
to put on an artist costume. Once I got going I
didn’t really come to till I noticed three men under
the bridge watching me a little too fastidiously.
I’m sure more than anything they were confused
by a woman dressed to the hilt squatting to
photograph what appeared to be plexiglass
trophy cases with pictures inside.
They didn’t know that these weren’t just
any photos.
They were real-time collages that connected
me to the places I had been and to the place
where I was at that moment.
At that time, I would pair photos of landscapes
with abstracted photographs of my body, usually
just a limb, holding gauzy fabric. I was trying to
draw a visual parallel between our bodies and the
landscape and a metaphorical one between our
moods and the weather. But then, fatefully, I said
gesture too many times at school. It was because
I had to say something, you know? When you say
a word too many times it loses its meaning. I think
the phrase “I love you” is like that. But I digress.
So it stopped being only about gesture.
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It started being about the difference between
objects and the places they reside in. And
the objects became a surrogate* for my
gestures and me. Let me tell you my definition
for surrogate. “They” make you define
everything in grad school––even yourself!
Oxford English Dictionary defines it as, “A
substitute, especially a person deputizing for
another in a specific role or office.” I define it
as: using objects to speak for me because they
aren’t as specifically identifiable as my
personage thus they have an open-ended
reading for the audience. Also, objects have the
freedom to go places that I simply cannot go.
You’ll notice a prominent motif is the cabbage.
Yes, I said cabbage. It’s not a very pretty word,
sort of earthy in a confrontational way. Its
earthiness makes me giggle. But it chose me.
I was watching Planet Earth with my boyfriend
one day, relaxed comfortably into the slope of
his chest. I was almost asleep when the plot
thickened. David Attenborough’s voice rising,
music swelling, as he began to describe
cabbages (on Mount Kenya, Africa) that opened
and closed, changing appearance from day to
night in order to protect themselves. They were
oscillating in and out of vulnerability and man
could I relate.
I found myself drawing the objects. But the
drawings couldn’t contain them. Soon, I wound
up with glue all over my hands, scraps of
iridescent blue paper all over my floor and
bulbous paper cabbage sculptures.
I glued the paper sculptures to a canvas, hoping
to manifest some beautiful representation of
overgrowth. They didn’t belong on the canvas.

I’ve always felt an innate connection to nature
and its mercurial ways. I’ve also experienced a
disconnect from my surroundings and a lingering
tension created by my efforts at self-protection.
An urban park where highways and byways
continuously encroach, Rock Creek, smacks of
a similar tension.
Can you guess where I took the cabbages?
It’s a cliffhanger. Try not to die from suspense.
(Rock Creek.)
I don’t live in Washington D.C. right now, I live in
Richmond. So I decided to diversify and take the
cabbages to Carytown. I love the idea of these
desert plants on colonial lawns. The ways they
overlap and the ways they don’t. It’s emblematic of
how we absorb so much even when we try not to
and oftentimes without even realizing it.
Soon I had enough work that “they” began to ask
me to talk about it. It’s an honor when “they” ask
you to talk about your work. And I don’t mean it
sarcastically. But it’s not easy to do. It’s not easy
to say one thing many ways and say it beautifully.
I suppose by beautiful I mean well-articulated, but
well, you know what I mean.
For someone whose Instagram handle used to
have “cerebral” in it, I sure couldn’t find the words.
And nobody wanted to hear that it was “against
interpretation” which sometimes is just a veil for
thinking you are above reproach which is a veil
for being afraid of how someone’s insights might
pierce you. So, I endeavored to stop hiding and
do what you would ask a flailing, frustrated
two-year-old to do, “Use your words.”
In many of my images, it’s hard to decipher exactly
what the object is, why it is marooned, and how it
got there. They elicit more questions than answers.
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Their power lies in their indeterminacy. So what of
this open-ended reading? Why is it so important
to me?
Artists John Zurier and Roni Horn thrive on the idea
that their work lends itself to multiple readings.
Zurier said in an interview with Art in America, “I
am interested in the gap between abstraction and
evocation, between what is determinate and
indeterminate, direct and suggested. I am fine
with a metaphorical reading. But why not look for
as open a reading as possible, or better, multiple
readings” (Stopa, 2018, n.p.)? Photographer,
writer, and sculptor Roni Horn similarly told The
Brooklyn Rail, “I’m not interested in answers per
3
se. Answers create closure. Answers are always
provisional” (Lossin, 2009, n.p.).
The decision to forgo closure makes space for the
viewer after the tension between the interpretable
and uninterpretable qualities of the piece has
invited them in. Queer theorist and scholar Eve
Kosofsky Sedgwick described queerness as “a
continuing moment, movement, motive––
4
recurrent, eddying,
troublant…an open mesh of
possibilities.” (Hanman, 2013, n.p.) This intriguing
invitation, this “open mesh of possibilities”
can stretch the audience’s imagination infinitely
and awesomely.
Contemporary artist and painter Karl Klingbiel
exemplifies this approach. His paintings,
which remix and represent the artist’s auditory
experiences, are layered without feeling dense
and convey emotion through interceding colors
and shapes. Klingbiel said to The Brooklyn Rail,
“I process all of that visual information to offer
5
something that
is raw, unfiltered and unspecified
because I don’t want to give you a thing but rather
everything” (Gómez, 2011, n.p.). The audience is
invited to meditate on what these soft colors and
overlapping shapes are harmonizing to express.
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For the School of the Arts MFA Show at Virginia
Commonwealth University’s Anderson Gallery, I
showed a piece called “This Must Be The Place,” a
3D realization of my current photography work. In
the spirit of Klingbiel, I said in my accompanying
statement, “It is my hope that as you experience
this work you will become part of the texture of it.”
The work is a six-foot by six-foot transparent
acrylic cube which features a colorful three and a
half foot by three and a half foot acrylic cube inside
it. This colorful interior cube has images of the
natural world accompanied by images of
flowing hand-dyed fabric wrapping around each
side. A light installed in the interior cube
generates a sparkling, diffused glow. Though
structural in form, the work is malleable in the way
it is perceived. It’s ever-changing with the light,
weather, and crowd surrounding it. Branches and
leaves land on the sky image printed on the interior
cube and look as though they hope to join the
tableau. When photographed, the people, trees
and objects close by become flattened into the
plane and look as though they are part of the work.
Every image is a new image.
At the opening of the MFA show it was raining. I
heard people describing the piece as prismatic.
Certain sides began to take on new life, one even
looking like a Neapolitan of colors. The patterns
of raindrops resembled the light inside and looked
like delicate constellations. Misty and bespeckled
by rain, the images became harder and harder to
decipher, transfixing viewers as they made their
way slowly around the perimeter of the cube.
“I really concentrated on making image-spaces
that are less interpretable, that are flatter or more
confusing in their spatial layout, in order to open
up how the image could be read. I want view-6
ing these works to be in part about the process
of reading them, of coming to understand them”
(Sholis, 2013, n.p). Anne Hardy creates elaborate
dimensional sets which she then photographs,
almost always depicting a shallow space, bound at
the back by a wall. The placement of the objects in
the space––coupled with the mystery of why these
strange spaces exist at all––leaves us wondering
and wanting.
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Growing up studying dance, I believed that the
way you delivered your movement should give the
audience something to think about after the show.
After all this time, that’s what I still seek to do with
my art, leave people wondering and wanting.
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Excerpt from Interview with Chino Amobi of
Eroica
Q: I know people are curious about your past as
a dancer. How does movement play a role in your
work?
A: I think it’s crucial for me to be moving when I
make the work. A lot of people talk to me about
how I was a dancer and ask how it relates to my
work. I do think there are moments where you can
see movement clearly coming through, but for
me, my camera is an extension of my heart just
as my motions once where. The quickest way for
me to exorcize expression or emotion is through
taking these photos. It’s also like a dance with
the light. I remember when we were younger they
would ask us—“Are you a Jewish American or an
American Jew?” in Hebrew School. The idea was
for you to tell them what part of your identity you
placed a premium on. I think more now about what
I brought to dance, rather than what the structure
of dance brought to me. I think about my particular experiences and how they are being channeled
or evoked now. I asked for these photographs of
my kindergarten birthday in the park, and lo and
behold, a lot of them involved vitrines that closely
resemble the plexiglass objects that I use in my
natural interventions today.
Q: Tell me about your process. How do you choose
where you shoot the photos?
A: I’m never endeavoring to be explicit. Making is
not an explicit process for me. I’ll see this mossy
embankment that I’ve passed by my whole life,
that no one’s ever in, and I’ll think—oh, this is
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gonna be my playground. Then, I get down there
and I realize that there is this little nook somewhere around the corner that’s more interesting.
I had taken a series of photographs of paper cabbage sculptures in Carytown, Richmond, Virgina.
I was in Rock Creek the other day in an embankment and across the way, I saw this patch. It didn’t
replicate what I had seen in Carytown, but almost
seamlessly melded with it. When I photographed
it, the spaces merged, creating a dynamic, and
somewhat mysterious collage. That moment was
just really special. I sometimes have my dad with
me. He calls himself my key grip. I need him to
spot me in case I get too ambitious and fall down,
which has happened before. I started shrieking
and I ran around saying, “Look at this hairy rock!
Look at this hairy rock!” I love moments like that
because the alchemy shows in the photo. I mean,
that’s what I hope.
Q: You often use that iconic Rothko quote in interviews about how if you are only struck by the color
relationships in his work than you are missing the
point. Why? What does this mean to you?
A: Yeah. I use it as shorthand, maybe even a
crutch. The purity of Rothko, that emotional gut
punch that then unfurls in you, is #goals as the
kids would say. I like to touch everything that goes
into my work. I want to shoot in nature because
it’s both raw and abundant. I also like to play with
context to create tension. I hope that the combination of these things creates something spiritual,
but I never go in with a direct goal. Direct goals feel
like too much structure and, hey, my relationship
to structure is fraught.
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